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stretched to breaking-point, and quite untouched by the spirit
of love.

When he returned after the Easter holidays, Fabien began to
take stock of his loneliness. The old stones of palaces and bridges
lay basking in the soft radiance of a misty sun. The city was full
of young bodies responsive to the call of spring, meeting at every
corner, sitting on the terrace of every cafe. The air was full of
stale romance. It was the time of year when the enemy within
us finds a ready ally in the outward scene. To the moaning of
desire repressed and stifled, nature replies with an invitation to
escape, with a proffered gift of satisfaction. At the school even
the most studious leaned gazing from the windows, their hands
and their foreheads moist. A thousand strident posters called
temptingly from sun-baked walls. It was that season when the
streets are full of faces that no longer try to hide their secret
yearnings, when parted lips and seeking eyes take no account of
the dangerous abyss.

The threat of an approaching examination at first saved
Fabien from himself. He tired his eyes with poring over fac-
similes of ancient documents. In his brief snatches of leisure he
dreamed of the moment, now close at hand, when his weariness
would find rest in country air. Among all those motionless and
wounded trees whose tops alone swayed gently, he would be
but one wounded thing the more. Soon he would take his way
to that land of scented heat. . . .

But, two days before he was due to start, a letter from his
mother filled him with consternation. She told him to fetch
Joseph from the Seminary, and to travel home with him. The
boy had sent word that he was very ill, and his superiors had
made no attempt to hide from Madame Dezaymeries the fact
that there was very little hope indeed of saving the stripling
priest. Fabien was overcome with terror when he saw the tall,
emaciated body standing at the top of the main staircase at Issy,
supported by two fellow-seminarists. If only he had kept a
watchful eye on him, had not left him so utterly alone! The